rday, January 30, 1892, 
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ith thee, my pretty maid?” 
.’ she said, 


—$—$——$— 


with being found drunk 
eo? 


x honour, an’ eo he was, 
f in the head an’ epeechless 


out. What's that?" 
It’s the hinfluenz- 
sneeze that shook 
couch in haste."—— 
to lock him up. 


EVER. 


mire 
as 
Mee the fact that he is 
iM of proceediug 
faghion. 


Bey 80, 1492. 
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[ONE PENNY. — 


AT THE PANTOMIME. 

“For originality of idea commend me to Papa, and, without doubt, before long he will either rule the world, or be hanged as a sort of warning to other 
originalists. Since Boxiny Day, Poor Pa has been a nightly visitor to Drury Lane Pantomime, and, having become enamoured of Marie Lloyd, he has been 
raking his mind ever since for a striking method of conveying to her a token of his regard. Needless to say, very little raking sufficed to supply him with an 
idea, which, taking the shape of Snatcher with a hideous bouquet tied to his tail, created an immense sensation during the other evening’s performance.” —Tootstz. 


NOT QUITE “UP” TO LONDON. 
im ¢. " 


] ay 5 i it 
i! R 2 “if iL 
| 

LV 


|. John Buttercup and his Nance, being up to ° 2. And posted thein by a disused exit, where they 


yinon, resolve to go to the pantomime. “Pit door, waited as good as gold for two hours, when, their sus- 
: Foller me,” said a wicked urchin, picions being aroused,— 


3. They discovered the plot, but, alas! too late. 
They returned to Little Tinkletum, very much im- 
pressed with the wickedness of London. 


THE TOOTH. 


_—— 


IN the year 1830, there lived at Eagle's Cliff, near Yarm, 
Yorkshire, a weaver, named William Huntley, who, on 
July 22nd, came into a sum, under his father's will, of 
£85 16s. 4d. Between that date and the 30th, he was fre- 
goat seen in the gee of an intimate friend of his, 

obert Goldsborough, who lived a few miles off at Hutton 
Rudby, and also in that of a lawyer, called Garbutt, and he 
was last seen walking and talking with them ina cheerful 
and friendly fashion towards Crathorne Wood, Golds- 
borough, at the time carrying a gun in his havd, From 
this time Huntley was never again seen alive. 

He had been heard to say that he was going to America, 
and also that he was anxious certain of his creditors should 
not learn that he had come into any money. When ques- 
tioned, Goldsborough said his friend had gone to America, 
but gave contradictory accounts of the road he had taken 
when they parted. He was found to be in possession of a 
watch and some clothes, said to be Huntley's, and a con- 
siderable sum of money, part of which he offered to lend to 
neighbours. He was also found burning woollen clothing 
which he said were only old things he had pulled out from 
under the stairs. 

A general suspicion prevailed that he had murdered 
Huntley,and search was made for the body, though without 
success ; but Goldsborough, wearied by the show of ill-fee!- 
ing on all sides, removed to Barusley, where, fora time, he 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, February 6, 1892, 


OLD William, the man of all work, is very much married, and j 
is an open secret that every quarter his wife comes up to the house 
and receives his wages. A few weeks ago, his master was endeayou;. 
ing to persuade him to accept a money payment instead of t},. 
daily allowance of beer which he received. “Why do you refuse)" 
inquired his employer. “I offer you half a crown a week, andj 
that is worth more than your pint and a half of alea day.” “y,, 
sir, that may be,” replied William ; “ but s'posing 1 did as you wis};; 
sir, the old woman would get the money, while now I do get th. 
yale.” Further argument was hopeless, 


Saturday, February 6, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE AT SA 


ee 
THERE are, I have been informed on 
ctually people about who have never been| 
lor that matter, are even ignorant of Hoxto 


refused to give his name, From there, after some time, he departed 
to return with a wife who he said had brought him a fortune of 
vighty pounds, He then passed under the name of Robert Towers. 

Eleven years later, on June 2Ist, 1841, a skeleton was dug out of 
the bank of a brook at a place about five miles distant from the 
spot where Iluntlev, Goldsborough and Garbutt were last seen 
together. A Mr. Nellest, who rented the ground, looked at the 
skull and noticed particularly a long projecting tuoth on the left 
side of the lower jaw. 

With the execption of two or three, all the teeth were in their 
sockets, and remained in them till the bones began to dry, when 
some fell out, “amongst others, the remarkable and all-important 
tooth in question” The pEGIl. Wee rene and loose teeth were put 
into pail and viven to a constable, but not before several people 
had seen the teoth and professed to recognize it as Huntley's. 
When last seen Huntley was described as of middle stature, with a 
broad -quat face; his head was large behind, his forehead retreat- 
ins. and he had a very prominent tooth on the left side of the 
under jaw which caught everybody's eye on first looking at him 
and which gave him a twist of the mouth, 

A reward of a hundred pounds was offered to anyone who would 
give evidence that would lead to the conviction of Huntley's mur- 
derer, and one, Thomas Groundy, having been heard talking sus- 
| piciously about the matter, was taken into custody, and deposed 

that five days after Huntley's disappearance Goldsborough told 
him he was going to America, and asked him to help to carry a 
sack to Stokesley, ‘Thesack was in the wood, and contained a dead 
body, which Goldsborough said was Huntley's, and that he had 
shot him. Terrified, Groundy, made his escape, and said nothing 
to anyone of the matter. This statement made, Groundy was 
placed ina room in York Castle, only to await the arrival of his 
sureties, who were to be bound with him for his appearance to 
give evidence at the trial; but he had not been left alone above 
‘ an hour when he was found hanging by his braces and necker- 
chief to an iron bar of the window quite doa: 
When the trial came on, several witnesses, among them a sur- 
goon, swore to having seen the tooth, but the back part of the skull! 
wing missing, even Huntley's hatter could not swear to it. The 


s 
I DREW the heiress to my side 
And placed my arm about her, 
And passionately swore that I 
Could not exist without her. 


She said, “ I've heard that you are poor 
As any wretched rat ; 

But there, I didn’t think that you 
Were quite 60 broke as that.’ 


s 
THERE is nothing that SLOPER likes so much as boiled heef, 
He brought home a hunk of it from the market, enough to have 
suffocated a company of London militia. He also had made acall at 
the “ Blue Pig,” and he looked after it as it was a-boiling. Still, he 
need not have been so much mixed as to drive that blessed carvinz 
fork into Mrs. 8.’s shoulder to see if it was done, and then to force 


her on top of the fire as it wanted another turn. 
se 


LJ 

THE worst of a man, when he is bent on a beano, is that he always 
wants to do something to prove that he is sober, and to flatter his 
Dutch clock at the same time. So it is that Jones gives himself 
away. He certainly had brought home a new pair of black silks 
for the missus ; but then he stopped on the way, and now he tries 
to show that he is all right by trying to fit one of them on to the 
leg of the washing stand, and so cause a crockery smash, and things 
are not as happy in that home as in the annual show at the Crystal 


UL Bogie of the Sea; 
EDWARD LEIGH. 


hink of that ! But allow me to inform the 
earines have missed a great deal, Mrs, Sa 
it is full, and it always is full a few minut 
open, is one of the sights of London, 


* ane does not follow the exampl 

| prisoner's counsel declared the whole evidence to be a tissue of THERE was a young lady named Ruth Se ae Soe a well worn old fairy 
exagverations, misrepresentations and perjuries, the legitimate pro- With so much regard for the truth, hee ventomime. She turns on a new and o 

duce of the blood money that had been had recourseto, The judge That she ne'er went to bed, Ja is written by J. Addison and called 

was adverse to a conviction, and, in the end, Goldsborough was To avoid, so she said, Sa - or. the Enchanted Well, 1am not qu 

acquitted, As he left the bar, he whispered, with tremulous eager- The habit of lying in youth. f low the plot, unless the plot is less lo 

| ness, “Can they try me again?” “No,” said the officer, “thou'rt arts aha pumerous variety items may have fog 
clear off now altogether,” on which he heaved a deep sigh. Client. I want to go bankrupt. a all is well that ends well and enchz 
* * * * » ° Lawyer, Yes. How much money have you got? ena too, are all of them extremely good, & 
When Billiam ceased reading, he found that Alexandry slum- (lient. { haven't any at all. That's why | want to go bankrupt. uy This wich I know, The Marine Bogie’ 


Lawyer. No money! Then you cannot go bankrupt, my dear 
sir. You will require at least £20 to prove that you haven't got 
anything at all. [ This ig one of those stern facts which “no man 

can understand.” 


| | bered ; so, thrusting he poker between the bars—— 
(Newt week,“ A Pretty Gentleman.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


with a Miss Petula, whose poor pa occupie: 
called Norocko, which I have not up to now b¢ 
Gaztrer, Petula is also beloved by the righ 
one Wandra, who wandras through i ae 


Ses pi 7 good fairy completely vanquishes Ol 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, THE other afternoon the O'Flaherty was discoursing Most ‘Tne scenery, of 
| should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the eloquently on the cruelty attending the b eeding to death of calves, which there is a 
contributions submitted, Do pot inclose loose stamps, Sure and it’s a national disgrace, so it is,” heexclaimed. “The | very plentifalsap: 
——_— FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. Sassierty for Prevention of Croolty to Animals ought to take it up, — ply, is remarkably 
Thanks for cutting, ALBERT RICHARDS, Lots of people think the Xo, 406.—The "New eae Soe obi . perors i Hy ae dr geec acted oy wouldn't have any animals good, and aeinuey 
same; Very sorry, ETHEL BETHWICK, But we do not know its : = sna aaeacae tea aca <cenun ee ee be cos: 
name. Tu such silly nonsense, 8. ¥., You should pay but little Py ’ many 0 The ra 
hed; We are much obliged, FRANK HOLLAND, But we can't The Beauty. And don't you make any notes at all, Mr. Surplice, tumes. ie 


one scene elabo- 
rately built up, oc- 
cupying the whole 


for your sermons : 
Ter. Mr. Surplice. Oh, no; 1 carry it all in my head. 
The Beauty. Dear me! Whata lot of room you must have there, 


accept your serced, We should be delighted, CONSTANCE, But we 
seldom get the chance; Thank you, DOUGLAS, for the relic, Same 
for cheery letter, NANCE. We would not advise it, TRAPPER, Jt's 


a most expensive plan; We will try and find it, TARY, Though to besure! [And he has been puzzling ever since as to whether pened ph arngpr a 
we're doubtful if we can, Surely, Tom, yow're got a history, It she intended it as a compliment or not, Ing t ‘hie! is a 
vecurred in’ Fifty-One; We are doubtful, THOMAS CHARTER, Jf ba od par 


© very striking piece 
~ of work and very 
effective; and 
there is a kind of 
topsy-turvey ar- 
rangement, recall- 
* ing that chapter . 
SLOPER has been deeply hurt. Someone had referred to his in Albert Smith's 
noble visage as “that dial of yourn,” and he mentioned the fact to Scattergood i 
Mac, “Well,” said McGooseley, “I don’t thiuk much of that fora ily, wherein hs 
comparison.” ‘No more do J,” answered the Great One. “ It cer- Joe Jollet and . 
| tainly is not exactly like a clock face, for your hands never go Snarry call on the 
| round it—nt least, with soap and water in them.” Then there were eccentric old gen- 


; : twopenn orths, tleman on Wind- 
more words and no more t open ‘ eT Hie At 


*t really could be done, Very glad you won it, Tossix, Pleased 
the ruffian met his match; Certainly his strange behariour 
savours much of Colney Hatch. Thanks for complimentary letter 
—Glad we've pleased you, ARTHUR WYNN; eck obliged for 
rerscs, TOBY, But we cannot put them in, 

———— 
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THE youth is now under restraint 
Who fancied he'd wedded a saint ; 
When this thought he expressed 
To the wife of his chest, 
She replied, “ Well, you blooming well ain't.” 
zs? 


Forwarded hei fs of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Cnited States of America, post-free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or 2.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 


‘THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. a : | Sans oder aaron Gravesend, who 
sheee omens, eek canta yer "ARRY ON THE WARPATH. “War's the matter, Muggins?” asked Brown, “Why,” snid has his parlour 
a. ? + “ - < oO ad * - . 
Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents gills,and you'll look asif yer've | ‘Arry and his dona “Knoek ‘em in the Old | Muggins, “a fellow has just taken me in.” “Then, I'm sure you've floor white- 
on application, got three courses across yer | Kent itoad"” in a quite original style, to the | no reason to look put out, as washed, his wall- ccna Th 
chest.” | astonishment of Constable Bubbs. : fe paper upside Aba REEVE. 
PARIS —= SS Mr. Penhecker (heatedly). A man ought to have the patience of down and a Brus- 


Job to put up with n woman like vou. : 
Mrs. P. (scornfully), What! You compare  peseors with Job? 
Mr. P. Yes, indeed; in fact, in one respect 1 consider I havea 
reater burden to bear than ever Job had, for his wife was turned 
nto a pillar of salt, while mine wasn't. 
And the band played “Annie Jaoney "and “Annie Laurie,” too, 


sells carpet nailed across the ceiling. At the Br 
with their roots in the air, and other things 
Mrs. Lane's principal boy, Ada Reeve, is 
clever, and I expect will not be very long b 
wards, The two low coms., too, Willie 
Gardiner, could hardly be beaten, and cause 
Little Nellie Borrow dances a hornpipe in 
Sharplin sings well, and so do E, Leigh, Greg! 
and Taylor as frog and cat are quite up to th 
in their Tandem scene are awfully funny. 
of his character of the flunkey, and so does 
strike scene, for it seems that you may laugh 
but not inthe Strand. Miss Wilmar (why 1 
name, my dear?) is very nice indeed, and 4 
Nellie Lupino throws a lot of spirit into the 
and comes out well. Kate Floretta dances c 
Lee is a lovable Lolah. 


On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or hy 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a@ Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY™ ts 
| published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 


A NOBLE and handsome Hussar 
Once went to a fancy bazaar, 
And charity aided 
By being persuaded 
To buy a two guinea cigar, 


s 
THF Hon. Billy has got off his periodical joke. He rushed into 
the office, and button-holing the first person he met, who happened 
to be the publisher, he wildly inquired, “Why is John Greenleaf 
Whittier, the American poet,» greater humorist than ALLY SLOPER 


ang at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


a or even myself?" The publisher, in his usual inotfensive manner, As for Sara herself, she just grows young 
| JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. threw himself on Billy's mercy, and the wretch replied, “ Because year (there must be conethiag in the Hoxt 
——— he's Whittier, of course.” + * aroness Awlforgood with great success, 9 


THE manager of the Frivolity is a generous creature, “Ah.” 


i Peeps ear PRC eerahcree 
anid Bob the other day, “look, there's n waggon load of gauze veils Is Mr. De Booser in?" inquired a visitor. “No, sir,” said the 


office boy; “he’s gone out for five minutes.” “When do you 


brought in expressly so that no female member of the company ee nO} ae RROneSC ! lee: hen 
shall have her complexion spoilt by the severity of the east wind.” sprees bun deck : In about two hours aud a half, sir,” returned 
“Gar'long, you bally whisky shifter, those are simply the complete € oflic y. *,* 


dresses for the new ballet, Princess Tootsie and the Nickel Prince.” Old Snooks. Wondersh whethersh this is the Keysh of the door—(hie) or my 
ss 


watch? Thinksh I'll asksh a—(Aie)—pl'cem'n, Passenger, What was the matter last night, steward? 


| Wnenr'er you wear. your patent boots Peli Sere cule ions the prope ier took charge. 
t It makes you mad to finc ‘assenger. Ah, | thought there was a screw loose somewhere, 
The checky shoeblacks want to know “On, why _.. “3 
: : oe eeaa Sprain Ties , Why these happy, boyish laughs— 
If you will have out shined, These frantic ation oe say pe : 
I7 is a curious fact that eyeglasses (single eveglasses—windows, aakel KBE th oe Ine alter of 
a? you know) were first invented not for the purpose of strengthen- A chubby, bright eyed boy. 
{ ing the sight, but to prevent the too forward youth winking the “Oh, sir.” the little youth replied, 
other eve at female loveliness, at the same time not depriving them “We're happier than weasels— 
of sight. ee We can't go Soh to school because 
s Our sister's vot the measles.” 
Ir is the aze of speciality. There is actually a young woman who iP 
gets her living in London by carrying about a powder puff anda OvR young assistant publisher is developing extraordinary 
sponge to wipe off the burat cork from the mouths of guileless talent, and if he does not get lud away by the evil example of cer- 
) domestics, who have been kissed by the street niggers when they tain members of our staff, who shall be nameless, he may rise to 
| have been coming home with the supper beer, [This is true. —but to our tale, The other afternoon, three or four of us were 
ce talking over business—ahem !—at the “ Sloper’s Arms,” and one of 
l THE Pritish Public likes a joke our party happened to be McGooseley. Inashort time he drank 
That's ancient, says the sage; himself Into bis usual horrible state of imbecility, and at length we 
: They seem to think a jest, like wine, determined to get rid of him; so with one of us on each side, we 
\ Improves a lot with age, — : ‘ conveyed him to the office and handed him over to the assistant Padruuilen: 
{ Ser ; : E | z publisher, Later on we inquired what he had done with him, WILLIE CHACKLES, WIL 
i THE fancy dress ball season is nowon. Snook's feelings were 9 YT | : “Oh! I helped him down to the Underground Railway,” replied sai 
| hurt the other day when they told him he had better go in an a A BRILLIANT YOUTH the ingenuous youth, “took hima penny ticket and saw him into smart “frocks and things,” one of which is 
orange paper suit, stamped with type. “What for?” he asked, GOOD OLD SCOTCH! “Where does this road go, my | One of the Inner Circle trains, 1 thought by the time he had been > very becoming, 
“Why, asa County Court writ. You ought to know what that is | «on, the wild charge they made!"—30s, | Ind?” “Don't go nowheres ; stays | round four or fivetimes, he'd perhaps wake up sober and be able Go to the Britannia, boys and girls, and 
by this time.” for one gallon. just where it is,” i to walk home.” you were to. : 


BEL 


| comparison.” 


(Saturday, February 6, 1899, 


OLD William, the man of all work, is very much married, and 


and receives his wages, A 
ing to 
daily allowance of beer which he received. 
joaquin’ = pel ty “I offer you half a 
hat is worth more than your pint and a half of al yr" 4 
sir, that may be,” replied Willian ; “but s* engi pry : 


yale.” Further argument was hopeless, 
ss 


* 
I DREW the heiress to my side 
And placed my arm about her, 
And passionately swore that I 
Could not exist without her, 


She said, “I've heard that you are poor 
As any wretched rat ; 

But there, I didn't think that you 
Were quite 60 broke as that.” 


THERE is nothing that SLOPER likes so 


suffocated a company of London militia. He also had mad 
the “ Blue Pig,” and he looked after it as it waa a bolting: 


her on top of the fire as it wanted another turn. 
ses 


s 
THE worst of a man, when he is bent ona beano, is that 7 
wants to do something to prove that he is sober, and to Petal 
I Jones gives hi 
away. He certainly had brought home a new pair af black silke 
for the missus ; but then he stopped on the way, and now he tries 


e one of them ont , 
leg of the washing prety me 80 cause a crockery smash, and thine 


Dutch clock at the same time. So it is that 


to show that he is all right by trying to fit 


are not as happy in that home as in the annual show at the Crystal 
THERE was a young lady named Ruth 
With so much regard for the truth, 
That she ne'er went to bed 
To avoid, so she said, 
The habit of lying in youth, 
* 


Client. I want to go bankrupt.” 
Lawyer, Yes, How much money have you got? 
Client. { haven't any at all. That's why 1 want to go bankrupt 
_ Lawyer, No money! Then you cannot go bankrupt, my dear 
sir, You will require at least £20 to prove that you haven't got 
anything atall. = [ Zhis ig one of those stern facts which “no man 
can understand,” 


s 

THE other afternoon the O'Flaherty was discoursing most 
eloquently on the cruelty attending the bleeding to death of calves, 

Sure and it's a national disgrace, so it is,” he exclaimed. “The 
pesaierty id Prevention ca Croolty opens ought to take it up, 

e ! In fact, if Oi hnd my way, Oi wouldn't hav im: 
killed whoile they're aloive at all a all.” aa 

se. 


= 
The Beauty. And don't you m i 
Pie ods pred La y ake any notes at all, Mr. Surplice, 


Ker. Mr. Surplice. Oh, no; 1 carry it all in my head. 


The Beauty. Dear me! What a lot of room y 4 
le ! you must have there, 
to besure! [And he has been puzzling ever since as to whether 


she intended it as a compliment or not. 


es * 
= 


THE youth is now under restraint 
Who fancied he'd wedded a saint ; 
When this thought he expressed 
To the wife of his chest, 
She replied, “ Well, you blooming well ain't.” 
zs 


= 
SLOPER has been deeply hurt. Someone had referred to his 
noble visage as “that dial of yourn,” and he mentioned the fact to 
Mac. “ Well,” said McGooseley, “I don't thiuk much of that fora 
} I “No more do IJ,” answered the Great One. “ It cer- 
tainly is not exactly like a clock face, for your hands never go 


| round it—at least, with soap and water in them.” Then there were 


Did 
he 


| 


talent, and if he does not yet led away by th 
tain members of our staff, who shall be | 
—but to our tale. 


more words and no more twopenn‘orths, 
s 


s 
“WHAT'S the matter, Muggins?” asked Brown. “Why,” said 


Muggins, “a fellow has just taken me in.” “Then, I'm sure you've 
no reason to look put out,” ae 
= 


Mr, Penhecker (heatedly). A man ought to have the patience of 
Job to put up with a woman like vou. 

Mrs. P. (scornfully), What! You compare yourself with Job? 

Mr. P. Yes, indeed; in fact, in one respect { cider I havea 
greater burden to bear than ever Job hee, for his wife was turned 
into a pillar of salt, while mine wasn't. 


And the band played “Annie Jtooney "and “Annie Laurie,” too, 


A NOBLE and fiandsome Hussar 
Once went to a fancy bazaar, 
And charity aided 
By being persuaded 
To buy a two guinea cigar, 


‘ s 
THE Hon. Billy has got off his periodical joke. He rushed into 
the office, and button-holing the first person he met, who happened 
to be the publisher, he wildly inquired, “ Why is John Greenleaf 
Whittier, the American poet, a greater humorist than ALLY SLOPER 
or even myself?” The publisher, in his usual inoffensive manner, 


threw himself on Billy's mercy, and the wretch replied, “ 

rew hims y's *tch replied r 

he’s Whittier, of course.” - - ae 
= 


‘i fccpitate ge ae aes Serre 
ae Is rkdatate yc aaa in?” inquired a visitor. “No, sir,” said the 
hee hoy; “hes gone out for five minutes.” “When do you 


expect him back?” “Inabout two hours aud a sir,” 
Pia AS eg ae half, sir,” returned 
* 


Passenger, What was the matter last night, steward ? 

Steward, Nothing much, sir, only the propeller took charge. 

Passenger, Ah, 1 thought there was a screw loose somewhere, 
zs. 


“. id ; 

OH, why these happy, boyish laughs— 
These frantic shouts of joy?” 
Asked SLOPER's Own Inquirer of 

A chubby, bright eyed boy. 
“Oh, sir.” the little youth replied 
“We're peruiee than weasels— 
We can't go back to school because 

Our sister's got the measles.” 
-_* 
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: eae . 
OUR young assistant publisher is developing extraordinary 


e evil example of cer- 
. e nameless, he may rise to 
he other afternoon, three or four of us were 


talking over business—ahem !—at the “ Sloper’s Arms,” and one of 


our party happened to be McGo y 
himself into 4 i rrp 
determined to get rid of him; so w 
conveyed him to the 


] Ina short time he drank 
is usual horrible state of imbecility, and at length we 

ith one of us on each side. we 
office and handed him over to the assistant 


publisher. Later on we inquired what he had done with him, 


“Oh! I helped him down to the Underground Railway,” 


replied 


the vapsonnas youth, “took hima penny ticket and saw him into 


one o 


the Inner Circle trains. I thought by the time he had been 


ped reer five:times, he'd perhaps wake up sober and be able 


much as boil 
He brought home a hunk of it from the market, ae rae 


e : coll at 
need not have been so much mixed as to drive that blessed earins 


fork into Mrs. 8.’s shoulder to see if it was done, and then to force 


It 


is an open secret that every quarter his wife comes up to the house 
‘ew weeks ago, his master was endeay.,,. 

rsuade him to accept a money payment instead of t},. 
“Why do you refuse)" 
crown a week, an 
e 


d 


i ing 1 did as you wis}, 
sir, the old woman would get the money, while now I die 


~ of work and very 


there is a kind of 


Saturday, February 6, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE AT SARA'S. 


——— 
THERE are, I have been informed on fairly good authority, 


ctually people about who have never been to the Britannia, aud, 
for that matter, are even ignorant of Hoxton’s whereabouts, 


Shiemevil: 
H. G. SUARPLIN. 


U6. Boyie of the Sea; 
EDWARD LEIcu. 


Think of that ! But allow me to inform these unfortunate persons 
that they have missed a great deal. Mrs. Sara Lane's theatre, when 
it is full, and it always is full 2 few minutes after the doors are 
open, is one of the sights of London, 

Mrs. Lane does not follow the example set by most other 
managers in choosing a well worn old fairy tale for the subject of 
her pantomime. She turns on a new and original story, and this 
year it is written by J, Addison and called 7he Old Bogie of the 
‘Sea; or, the Enchanted Well, Tam vot quite sure that | exactly 
follow the plot, unless the plot is less pices than I suppose, or 
the numerous variety items may have fogged me a little; how- 
ever, all is well that ends well and enchantingly. The variety 
items, too, are all of them extremely good, so | can't grumble. 

This much | know, The Marine Bogie Man has fallen in love 
with a Miss Petula, whose poor pa occupies the throne at a place 
called Norocko, which I have not up to now been able to tind in Ma's 
Gaztrer. Petula is also beloved by the rightful heir to the throne, 
one Wandra, who wandras through the piece un‘ il such time as the, 
good fairy completely vanquishes Old Bogie, and joy prevails. 

‘Tne scenery, 0 
which there is a 
very plentiful sup- 
ply, is remarkably 
good, and as much 
may be said of 
many of the cos- 
tumes, There is 
one scene elabo- 
rately built up, oc- 
cupying the whole 
stage, represent- 
ing the deck of a 
ship, which is a 
very striking piece 
effective; and 
topsy-turvey ar- 
Tangement, recall- 
ing that chapter j@ 
in Albert Smith's 
Scattergood fam- 
ily, wherein Mr, 
Joe Jollet and Mr. 
Snarry call on the 
eccentric old gen- 
tleman on Wind- 
mill Hill, at 
Gravesend, who 
has his parlour 
floor white- 
washed, his wall- 
paper upside 
down and a Brus- 
sells carpet nailed across the Lae tbe At the Britannia, the trees grow 
with their roots in the air, and other things are equally odd. 

Mrs. Lane’s principal boy, Ada Reeve, is wonderfully bright and 
clever, and [ expect will not be very long before she comes West- 
wards, The two low coms., too, Willie Crackles and William 
Gardiner, could hardly be beaten, and cause screams of laughter. 
Little Nellie Borrow dances a hornpipe in first-rate style, H. G. 
Sharplin sings well, and so do E, Leigh, Gregory and Gibbs, Blythe 
and Taylor as frog and cat are quite up to the mark. The Levites 
in their Tandem scene are awfully funny. McNatty gets a lot out 
of his character of the flunkey, and so does Beaumont in the comic 
strike scene, for it seems that you muy laugh at strikers at Hoxton, 
but not inthe Strand. Miss Wilmar (why not put your Christian 
name, my dear?) is very nice indeed, and Amy Lyster num-num. 
Nellie Lupino throws a lot of spirit into the part of waiting-maid, 
and comes out well. Kate Floretta dances charmingly, and Katie 
Lee is a lovable Lolah. 

As for Sara herself, she just grows younger and younger every 
Year (there must be ends in the Hoxton air), she plays the 

aroness Awlforgood with great success, and wears no end of 


bundra. 


AbDA REEVE. 


The Luroness Awlforgood : 
Mrs. S. LANE, 


Cussema: 
WILLIAM GARDINER. 


Badrowlan: 
WILLIE CRACKLES. 


smart “frocks and things,” one of which is a naval uniform, that 
s very becoming, 

Go to the Britannia, boys and girls, and say your Tootsie said 
yUU Were to. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


PROOF OF PLAGIARY. 


Wnes Binks the Bard apostrophized 
‘The charmer of his choice, 

’Mid other things he eulogized 
Her rich melodious voice, 


“That voice,” he wrote, with fervour strong, 
“Spon my memory brings 
The sweet, delicious, dainty song 
The lark divinely sings.” 
But when, before a month had fled, 
A lark uprising from its bed 
The rhymist chanced to see; 
And when he heard, high overhead, 
Its carol as aloft it sped, 
“ What bird is that ?” said he. 


—_———_ 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLOPER, Esy., F.O.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged,and generally knocked about.) 


CHAPTER XXXII. 
GEORGE II. 1727 To 1760, 


GEORGE II. was like his father George I., very German in his 
manners, He was a wise prince in his way, German sau sage 
prince, 

Sir Robert Walpole was his Prime Minister. It was a favourite 
saying of this great man, that everyone had his price, and that he 
could buy up the vote of any man in the House of Commons that 
he wanted to. 

This hurt the feelings of the famous Anthony Sloper. 
“Sir Robert, Zama patriot, J have no price.” 

Walpole sweetly replied, “That's right enough: I never yet 
knew you have the price of anything about you, if anybody else 
near by was ready to stand.” 

This so hurt the feelings of Anthony Sloper, that he went straight 
off the reel and joined the standard of the young Pretender in 
Scotland. First of all, he lived a week on nothing but oatmeal 
yoridae: Then the gave up cold Trish for hot Scotch. Then he 
ought a second-hand clothes’ prop, and rubbed himself against it 
steadily for two hours 2 day regularly. Then he danced a couple 


He said, 


| of reels,and yelled out,“ Now I'm Scotch tothe backbone.” At the 


famous battle of Preston Pans he did wonders, Unfortunately he 
was killed at the battle of Culloden, He left good deal behind 
him—in the way of leaving shop tickets, 

In 1743, George Il. won the battle of Dettingen. His horse 
having run away with him to the front of the enemies’ lines, he 
drew his sword, and cried, * Now {| can’t run away!” and told the 
French to come on, They didn't come on so much as they might 
have done; they came off second best. This was good biz. for 
ld At the battle of Foutenoy the English got licked by the 
rench, 

In French histories they always print Dettingen in very small 
letters. In English histories they always print Fontenoy in small 
letters. There's a good deal of split human nature and whisky in 
this sort of thing. 

At the end of George II.’s reign the great “seven years’ war” 
took place. The English joined with Frederick the Great against 
the Austrians and Irench, 

Frederick the Great was the founder of Prussia, and was always 
called the Protestant Hero. There's a pub, or two in London called 
“Frederick the Great.” There are alsu a good many pubs, called 
“The Marquis of Granby,” after our general, Go to some of them 
and have twopenn’orth, and drink to the health of the defeated 
heroes—particularly if anyone will stand the booze. z 

During this reign the English, under Lord Clive, established 
their empire in India. This is of great importance. If it had never 
happened we should never have had the Nabob pickle. 

We have many things to be thankful for. 

The English had a particularly lively time with the French. The 
question was to be decided as to whether America should belong 
to them or to us, ‘ 

General Wo!fe whipped the French at Quebec, but was killed, as 
was Montcalm, the French commander, So America became 
English. Sia ae 

At the present time America is the property of their principal 
stock jobbers, several prominent saloon bar owners, and the Irish 
voters. George II. died 1760, 


———_-+—__—- 


RECIPE FOR A NOVELETTE. 


TAKE a very lovely girl, say of one-and-twenty, 

Graceful figure, lovely eyes, golden hair in plenty ; 
Introduce your hero then, handsome dark and tall, 

Let them stew together, and of course iu love they'll fall. 
Keep them thus in honey till they're formally betrothed ; 
Add your villain next, and mind with mystery he’s clothed. 
He should be a foreigner, black of hair and eye, 

Forger, scoundrel, libertine of the deepest dye, 

Through his machinations base, girl and hero part ; 

Then let villain try to win loving maiden’s heart. 

She should scorn his proffered love, deeming him a brute, 
Though her parents both approve of the ruftian’s suit, 

Let her simmer thus in woe, pining for her lover, 

Till she sees a notice that he’s espoused another ; 

Then her agony and pique make her try to hide, 

And at last consent to be wicked villain’s bride. 

Day before the wedding, let smart detective nail 

Villain fora murder, and march him off to gaol. 

When you have convicted him, then you'd better let 
Maiden meet her former love, who is single yet; 

Then let her discover that cousin named the same ; 
Was the man whose marriage caused her such jealous pain, 
Pause a little while the swain all his love retells ; 

Wait about a month, and then, add your wedding bells, 
Season with a country church, bishop for the marriage, 
Orange blossoms, bridesmaids, rice, the departing carriage. 
Let che bridegroom bend and kiss the lovely wife he’s won, 
Saying, “ Mine at last,” and then your novelette is done, 


Eo 


ONE TOUCH OF—UTAH! 


THE wintry sun was casting a half hearted sort of sheen over the 
notice board, “Shaving as in America,” that dangled from the 
portico of a barber's shop in the Eustun Road, asa sad and harassed 
man dropped into that saloon to be shaved. Nothing unusual so 
far, certainly ; but the barber noticed as he passed the steel over 
the customer's chin that the latter began to shed bitter, scalding 
tears. Noticing this, the tonsorialist restropped the instrument of 
torture, but still the tears flowed unceasingly. 

“"Seuse me,” said the artist, “but we're using the very best 
Sheffield razors in this shop—your skin must be awfully tender. 
Does it hurt now?” cae : 

“Hurt?” responded the customer. “you don't s’pose I'm blub- 
berin’ over the razor hurtin’, do yer?” 

“Well, what ails ye, then?” 

“ Are you an American!” ee ; 

The barber winced. Evidently he didn't like the question ; but 
he mumbled, “ Yes, I am.” . 

“Ah, well,so’m I—from Salt Lake. T did a bolt from there 
three years back—an’ they've found me—found me. I’ve got 
second mother-in-law comin’ across to England before the end o 
leb'ry—here, here's the money for the shave.’ 

“T sha‘n’t charge you a penny,” said the barber, sadly. “Tnever 
bleed a man's pocket when his heart's bowed down, Come in 
occasionally and mingle your tears with mine, IT hopped out of 
Salt Lake myself, and left four, by thunder! These mothers-in- 
re are the big drawback to polygamy—govod day, sonnie, good 

ay!" 


| 
i} 
| 


} Just 


} with not a single friend in the world but Lily, 


“JUST LIKE A GENTLEMAN.” 


aera 
Dick was only the crossing-sweeper at the end of Baring Sir ot 
the Nower--el 
just round the 
corner, But 
Dick was Lily's 
wrest and = true 
friend, and 
would often 
leave his cross- 
ing and run to 
see how Lily was 
getting on, She 
only sold cheap 
tlowers, she 
never had 
enough money 
to buy anything 
better. But her 
great ambition 
was to have 
some grand 
tlowers like 
those that) she 
had seen in the 
hands of great 
ladies, 

“Don't you 
love roses, 
Dick 2?" she said 
one day to her 
friend. And the 
boy nodded his 
head, 

“Yes, IT do,” 
he answered, “if you means the red things as smells so sweet!" 
“LT wish | could buy yer some,” said Dick, wistfully. But Lily 
laughed, and told him that that was nonsense. “Some day,” 
said Dick, again, “1 will, MIL buy you some of the bonniest red 
roses—just as the swells do when they wants a bookay—I will, 
Lily !"" And then Dick ran back to his crossing. * Vil save up from 
to-day,” he thought to himself, “and then ll buy the tlowers, just 
like a gentleman, and give ‘em all to her.” 

The little crossing-sweeper felt much elated when the end of the 
day came, and he was actually threepence to the good after de- 
ducting his bed and supper. Money. Indeed, he even ventured 
to enter a grand florist’s shop in Regent Street, and to inquire the 
price of a great spray of red roses that he saw in the window, 

“Halla crown, my boy,” answered the girl behind the counter, 
with a smile, but the words seemed very terrible to poor Dick. 

One morning, Lily was unable to get up from her wretched bed ; 
the tired head fell back on the heap of rags that served her for a 
pillow, Dick missed her all that day, He came at night to see her, 
and brought a drop of warm tea in a cup from a kindly nghbour 
downstairs, 

“Where ore 
the red roses 2” 
she asked him, 
nh an eae, 
quick voice, 
very different 
from her usual 
quiet Lottes, 

Aud poor 
Dick, advan- 
cing hearer, 
took her het 
hand — how 
burning with 
fever it was !— 
and beewed 
hertole down, 
nnd he would 
soon eotme 
back and see 
her again. 

“But I 
haven't got the 
roses, Lily,” he 
said, tenderly ; 
“Tosaid Pal get 
fem,anad Twill; 
but Lain’t got 
the money. 

. “T want the 
roses,” Lily 
methem, Oh, 


“Don't you love roses 7" 


*divw much have you got 7" 


cried, “the beautiful red roses, and you won't give 
Dick! oh, Dick!” 

And poor Dick, bewildered and miserable, stole away from the 
room with tears in his honest eyes and wandered into Regent Street, 
past the florist’s shop, Yes, there were roses in the window. 

“Aren't you the boy that came about the roses before!” said a 
very kind voice behind him, and, turning, he saw the young bidy. 

“Yes,” he said, “lL wanted to buy some for Lily. Shes my friend, 
ver know, and she’s very, very ili; but Lain't got money enough,’ 
he added, with a sigh. 

“How much have you got?” she inquired, and Dick produecd 
two shillings. “Of course you can have some of the besc roses,’ 
she said, with a smile, and beckoned the boy into the shop. 

* * * * * . 

Ten minutes later Dick stood in the garret room, carefuily un- 
wrapping his flowers. Lily was quiet now, he thought she must 
be asleep. He bent over her and touched her softly, 

The big eyes opened, and then she saw the beautis‘ul blossoms, 

“Roses!” she cried, with a happy smile crossing her little weary 

face, “roses! . 
Ah,dear Dick! 
you kept your 
word, iH ow 
beautiful they 
are! and how 
sweet they 
smell! Let 
me kiss you, 
Dick.” And 
her white lips 
touched the 
boy's — grimy 
face in one 
Inst embrace. 
“Thank you, 
Dick, and 
good night!” 
she mur- 
mured, pre: 
sently, “I'm 
so tired; but 
1 think God 
will take care 
of me, Dear 
Dick, good 
night! you 
have got them 
like a 
gentleman,” 

The last 
words | came ' 
very slowly and softly, and then the brown eyes closed. bu ts 
sweet sinile still Hingered on the happy dace. Daly Was 
gone with the scent of tie ruses into the Home for Little Chi cren 


’ 


“I say, guv'nor, if you are a specinen of the fecding 


RIVAL QUEENS. 
‘ I'd git, give us the bob and I'll join.” 


“Gar'n, he's my bloke.” “He's my husband—see?” 


©4° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her Jriends whos portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS 


When A. SLOPER called on Mr. Arthur Williams he felt that, when in the com- 
pany of such an admirable comedian, he should be funny himself, and, while com- 
fortably seated witha fat cigar in his mouth and something at his elbow in Mr, 
Williams’ study at Canonbury, the F.O.M. was racking his brains to make & pun 
about that pleasant suburb and burying the hatchet, but as he and his host had 
always been excellent friends he could not see how to do it. While his eyes wandered 
round the room for inspiration they rested on the many portraits on the walls of Mr. 
Williams in the parts he had played from time to time. “Ah, Arthur, there you are, 
T see, as Richard in Robin Hood—one of your best creations, Now, if my friends, 
who are Richard rally round me, I'd build a theatre, engage you and reproduce that 
piece.” “The portrait next to it,” said Mr. Williams, with a sigh—for nothing 
depresses that gentleman more than a pun—“is that of myself as Silas Hobbs in 
Little Lord Fauntleroy." “Yes; but, Arthur, don't sigh less sobs should follow; 


No. 220.—MLLE. MAGGIE FRIDERICKS. 


| “No fairer maid than she in all the world.” 
| —The Dook Snook, 


“A word of hope is all I humbly crave.” —Lord Bob. 
* Alas! she will not listen to my suit.” —The Hon, Billy. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


BAD EXCUSE . é 
She (to Fred, who 1s suffering from result of overdose of stimulation). 
Oh, lor’! whatever is the matter with your face ? 
dress ball lost night as a gasometer, and my costume exploded. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—Mr. ARTHUR WILLIAMS. 


| 


(Saturday, February 6, 1892. 


*T am just about tired ot ‘threading 
the mazy waltz,’ and all that sort of 
dancin, dear, so am now thinking of 
migrating on tothe stage. The colonel, 
my husband, objects ; but men are such 
selfish creatures, never thinking we 
women fulk require a change.”"—#,r- 
tract from Letter of Young Lady: 


RETTER THAN NONE. 
He, Went to fancy 


A. 


“YW 


sobbing and sigliug, you know, oft go together. Ali! here you are as Lurcher in 
Dorothy.” “He'll pun on that,” gasped Mr. Williams, with a look of pain, which 
was observed by the Eminent. “Look here, Arthur,” said he, “if you think my wit 
will Lurcher, say 80, and I'll dry up.” But Mr. Williams was too gracious a host for 
that. “Oh, not at all—fill your glass,” and he tried hard to smile. “That's right, 
for I feel awfully funny this afternoon. Who have we here? Corporal Bundy in the 
Red Hussar. In that cast you took the bun, d' see?" Mr. Williams groaned, and 
could only point to the next portrait—himself as Dinniver in Dorts. * Dinniver !— 
hum—d'ye nivrer wonder, now, what has become of the door? Thanks, just upto 
pretty, and I will take ‘nother shmoke. Wash that ?—Zuniga 'n Carmen up ¢ Date?" 
“ Pronounced Zuneega,” said Mr. Williama, correcting him. “Oh, thatsh near ‘nough 
f me. K’ere, lez you 'n J ga out an’ get a drink.” Then the Crumbling Edifice, 
with a weary sigh, sank helpless to the earth. never to rise—till sober.” 


| THE KIRK TAKEN BY STORM.—(Continued from last week.) 


{1.) While the Elder, Laird'and Parritch made a forcible entrance into the Kirk——(2.) The congregation used the emergency door—(3.) And the Laird roared, “Cam doon frae the poopit, ye sacrilegious villun, a divil like ye there would 


bring doon a judgment !" 


Saturday, February 6, 1892.) 


On- or: about: Zeros 


Notwithstanding the re-opening of Parliament next week, 
epidemic, ete., etc., your humble showman again makes his usu 
for a continuance of that patronage vouchsafed to him in the pi 
no pains will be spared on his part to make this show still wor 
proceed :—The Grand Old Man enjoys, they say, Some splendid u 

shhh I ld a ee TI A AA EEE 


REST FOR THE INNOCENT. aie 
The first, and last, night of Mr. Bedforde Parke's new, sprightly . 
comedy in three acts. Brhe above depicts the appearance of bar 
stalls in the middle of the second act. Before the third act icailidde 
begun the theatre was three parts empty. And yet how many 
are of us who envy the lot of a dramatic author ! 


\ 
A OIFFERENCE. 
Magistrate (deaf). What do you say—you're an organ grinder ? | 
Witness, No, sir, an organ builder. 


(Saturday, February 6, 1892 Saturday, February 6, 1892.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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‘Tam just about tired ot ‘threading 
the mazy waltz,’ and all that sort of 
dancing, dear, so am now thinking of 
migrating on tothe stage. The colonel, 


USE RETTER THAN NONE my husband, obj 
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ufering JSrom result of overdose of stimulation), selfish cresting wore tucene 
matter with your face ? He, Went to fancy women folk require a change. ene 
asometer, and my costume expluded. tract Jrom Letter of Young Lady ae 


BY A. SLOPER._Mr. ARTHUR WILLIAMS. 
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On-or- about: Zeros 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Notwithstanding the re-opening of Parliament next week, the prevalence of the influenza | of the C:ar's goodwill Does Greece's Prince with pleasure fill :—In Austria the frightful cold 
| Affects both horses young and old :—Some good ald friends condemn, with heat, The eating of such 


epidemic, etc., etc., your huinble showman again makes his usual weekly bow, and, while hoping 

for a continuance of that patronage vouchsafed to him in the past, assures his many admirers that | stw/fas meat :—A duel in France the other day Resulted in the usual way :—The cursed fiend with 
no pains will be spared on his part to make this show still worthy of their support. But letus | as remains And heaps of victims still obtains :—The Chilians are poor aud weak, So Jonathan weli 
rengeance seck :—' Tis tinished ; so for the present adieu——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


proceed :—The Grand Old Man enjoys, they say, Some splendid walks ne'er ec'ry day :—This token 
A CHIP OF THE OLD BLOCK. 


sobbing and sighing, you know, oft go together. Ali! here you are as Lurcher i 
bmevptars 3 ‘ i 4 5 nee a 

ee: He 1 pun on that,” gasped Mr. Williams, with ‘a look of pain, which 
gag served by the Eminent. “Look here, Arthur,” said he, “if you think my wit 
bt urcher, say 60, and I'll dry up.” But Mr. Williams was too gracions @ host for 
f at, “Uh, not at all—fill your glass,” and he tried hard to smile. “That's right, 
‘or T feel awfully funny this afternoon. Who have we here? Corporal Bundy in the 
Red Hussar, In that cast you took the bun, d’ see?” Mr. Williams groaned, and J 
could only point to the next portrait—himself as Dinniver in Dorts. “ Dinniver !|— 
pir Eel aly ao wonder. now, what has become of the door? Thanks, just up to REST FOR THE INNOCENT. 
p Pee take pore mae ti Wash that *—Zuniga 'n Carmen up ¢' Date?” 4 The first, and last, night of Mr. Bedforde Parke's new, sprightly | 
Pie nen pga 7) r. : iams, correcting him. “Oh, thatsh near ‘nough comedy in three acts. The above depicts the appearance of the 
pi ph lcci a A aed ae oa out an’ get a drink.” Then the Crumbling Edifice, p stalls in the middle of the second act. Before the third act had well 

y sigh, sank helpless to the earth. never to rise—till sober.” ’ begun the theatre was three parts empty. And yet how many there 

are of us who envy the lot of a dramatic author ! ‘ \ 
j nae, , FIRST ANO SECOND CHILDHOOD. 


last week.) 
A child should follow in the footsteps of its male parext. 


Oe 


HH 


Passi, 


3s 


( 
A DIFFERENCE. 5 “Oh, stay !" the maiden said, “and rest 
' Master Tum. Give us a kiss, Mary? Thy weary head upon this breast.” 

[ But he was off. 


y . ae seas rinder ? ; 
Magistrate (deaf). What do you say—you're an organ grinder | ‘Mary. Law! Master Tom, of cuurse not—well, there! (Aside.) Low like his pa. 


d, “Cam doon frae th 
"helng ont, Sd es Villun, a divil like ye there would Witness, No, sir, an organ builder. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——— 

Yes, we are perfectly well aware of it; the discussion of the 
Weather is not a particularly bright or original idea, but then the 
extraordinary caprices it has recently indulged in 


wonted prominence, for it is the weather, by the 
Fowerful intluence which it exerts over both our 
health and spirits, 
fm thatindirectly atfects 
EY all our doings, We 
3 <i had a vague idea 
SY owhen we started this 
piragraph that we 
could make it funny, 
We meant to pass- 
ingly allude to the 
weather as the stock 
subject for conversa- 
tion among compara- 
tive strangers, in the 
ete, and then to 
jokingly refer to 
the rapidity with 
which the gentleman 
controlling the mete- 
orological — depart- 
ment serves us with 
foy, hail, rain, snow, 
sunshine, frost, thaw 
and bitter winds, and 
to finish with some 
— —_ allusion to gruel and 
mustard and water. But since we commenced the par. the weather, 
which was then bright and sunny, has changed, a thick fog has con- 
verted daylight into night, and is pouring iuto our sanctum and 
bringing on a troublesome cough which has obstinately stuck 
to us for weeks, a shivering fit has seized us, and—oh, dear! we 
do hope we're not going to have the Influenza, 
| 


a 

Wuat's this? No, surely, it can't be; yet the news reported 
from Tientsin, that a London missionary is missing, sounds almost 
as if the Celestials had been attending a series of lectures under the 
auspices of The Cannibal Islands’ Schoo! of Cookery, and had 
taken the first opportunity of profiting by the lessons, and judging 
for themselves of the edible properties of one of the class of 
individuals so highly esteemed by cannibalistic epicures, 

-* 


THAT excellent institution in the United States, The Woman's 
Training School, has met with so much success that in several of 
the cities larger premises are 
to be opened. The object of 
the school, which is in con- 
nection with the Women’s 
Christian Association, is to 
aid deserving girls to obtain a 
livelihood by training them 
to proficiency in various em- 
ployments—cooking, sewing, 
dressmaking, millinery, short- 
hand, typewriting and book- 
ing. All the teachers act 
without fee, and, therefore, 
students can obtain their les- 
sons for a merely nominal 
charge, which is devoted to 
the expenses attendant upon 
the institution, Such a scheme 
does credit even to advanced 
America, Why, oh, why can- 
not something of the same 
kind, and conducted upon 
the same economical prin- 
ciples, be done in England? 

» 


* 
Goop friends, once again 
the Grand Old Philanthropist 
appeals to you — appeals to 
you all by the kindly feeling 
which he feels assured you 
bear for him, if for no other 
reasons.to do your utmost to swell the total of “Ally Sloper’s Poor 
Relief Fund.” Wuodreds of kind friends have helped us, we 
know, and there are hundreds, nay, thousands, more who fully 
mean to send something some day, but who, from one cause or 
another, will, unless earnestly appealed to, put off the good deed 
until too late. The number bi weeks which the Fund can be 
kept open is now limited, and SLOPER hopes you won't compel 
him to close it without having attaine? a total which will do 

credit to the charity of his readers. 

ss 

* 


Our old friend, W. G. Grace, seems to be as popular as ever in 
Australia, According to a contemporary in that country he is not 
looking a day older than he did half a generation ago, but he is a 
tremendous lot fatter. Just so, but is there not sume mistake 
regarding the fatness?) we had always thought our champion 
cricketer was the very essence of Grace, 

*-? 


s 
_THE production of The Famous History of the Life of King Henry 
VIIT,, to give Shakespeare's work its full title, is marked by that 


minute attention to 
' { y 
an 

4 


every historical de- 
tail, that lavish 
a 
iC. fa WG 
\ m} é A 
AW cs 
\ qj 


mounting and won- 
derful staging, for 
which the Lyceum 
age ao under 

r. Irving's manage- 
ment, have become 
famous. The highest 
known authorities 
have been consulted, 
and no expense—no 
trouble—has been 
poo to present an 
absolutely authentic 
picture of Court life 
during the reign of 
Bluff King Hal. 
Brilliant, indeed, is 
the result obtained, 
and it is well it is 
80, for, except as an 
interesting specta- 
cular display, there 
is little in Henry 
VIII, to claim the 
attention of the 
; average  playgoer. 
The heaviest burden, of course, falls upon the shoulders of Mr. 
Irving, whose masterly portrait of the ambitious Cardinal is a 
distinct creation. Miss Ellen Terry, as Queen Katharine, has 
ample opportunity for the display of that sweet womanliness and 
queenly dignity which she knows so well how to portray. 
Lfenry VITT, will draw all classes of playgoers—the idle, who will 
go from mere curios the admirers of Mr. Irving and Miss 
Terry ; and the thought ul student, who rightly considers a Lyceum 
production as a great and important event in dramatic history, 


train, ina ball room, | jn the shape of Leo, late of 


| the night of January 22nd, when it became 


| specially prepared for their reception, 


have had the effect of forcing the subject into un- | The ovation accorded the distinguished 


| Leo has now got the Ameri- 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


GREAT indeed was the excitement which prevailed among the 
densely packed audience at the Standard Theatre, Bishopsgate, on 


known that The Caressed of the Cory phées 
and Family were entering a private box 


visitors was immense, and deafening 
cheers continued intermittently from all 
parts of the house uutil the rising of the 
curtain upon the grand pantomime, 
Robinson Crusoe, a shriekingly funny 
production, staged, mounted, balleted and 
processioned ina mauner which must have 
cost thousands to the manage- 
ment to which it does such 
credit, se 

s 


UncLe DBorFIN, who is 
doing a quiet scoop on his 
own account in the Rivie 
has run across an old pa’ 


the Criterion and elsewhere, 


can Bar at Monte Carlo; and 
if any man can make you 
drink bad whisky he can, Leo 
has a half share with a local doctor at 
Monte Carlo, and a third share with the 
undertaker who has the monopoly of the 
district. He has been a bar keeper for 
thirty-four years, ten of which he whiled 
away at the Criterion. He has been a 
butcher, a car conductor, a barber, a coffee and cochineal expert, 
a sugar refiner, a sailor, and a drummer for a dry goods store ; but 
he has never played baccarat. Leo is over forty years of age, and 
never refuses a drink. ee 
i 


A SENSATION was caused in theatrical circles last week by a 
message to the effect that Henry Pettitt had fallen from his house. 
Everyone was on the tip top of expectation, fully expecting to 
hear that serious damage had resulted to the person. Luckily, the 
accident proved not to be so serious as anticipated. Owing toan 
error on the part of a telegraph clerk, horse was transposed into 
house. The message should have read, “Henry Pettitt has fallen 
from his horse.” Luckily, with the exception of a bruise or two, 
the genial Henry, who has so endeared himself to the British 
 edgaed by the sterling merit of his dramas, is none the worse for 
his tumble. ee 
* 


ACCORDING to a certain Mr. Frank Wilson, seaman, if a man 
wishes to spite his wife, he has simply to destroy the family effects 
inthe shape of furniture, 
etc.,and the deed is done. 
This may be good logic, 
and all that sort of thin’, 
and likewise may have 
the desired effect; but 
still the line must be 
drawn somewhere, and a 
man should take care 
when he is experiment- 
ing in this manner to be 
his own landlord. Frank 
Wilson was only in lodg- 
ings,and theconsequence 
was the landlord, object- 
ing to our sea friend's 
treatment of the furni- 
ture, Frank had to suffer 
by being handed over to 
the custody of an obliging 
policeman. Our hero may 
now see cause to change 
his opinions. . 


s 

ALTHOUGH by some 
side issue the Salvation 
Army have, in the Law 
Courts, for the present 
scored a victory over the town authorities at Eastbourne, they 
cannot by any means be said to have justified their proceedings. 
From an authentic source, we learn that not only were their Sunday 
plans of campaign deliberately mapped out by the officials, 
but the whole energies of the Army wefe directed towards goading 
the spectators on to illtreat and otherwise assault them. Not only 
did they do this, but at every street through which they passed spies 
were stationed, whose duty it was to make notes on the general 
conduct of the onlookers, and, if necessary, be willing to appear 
in the police courts as witnesses for the Salvation Army. If Salva- 
tionists consider by these means to obtain the sympathies of the 
nasses, the sooner they are disabused of the idea the better. 
-* 

s 


A CONTEMPORARY states that 1t was the original intention of the 
Crown Prince of Sweden to be present at the funeral rites held 
over the body of the late Duke of Clarence, and was only dissuaded 
from his purpose by hearing that London was then inan unhealthy 
condition. Brave Prince, indeed! Fancy a future crowned head 
being frightened by ashadow! Truly, Royalty is degenerating. 


= ¢ 
= 


THE depression and gloom caused by the late lamented royal 
death still overshadows the Metropolis, and this in spite of the fact 
that, owing to the meeting of 
arliament next week, 
London is at present in a 
crowded condition, As 
far as merrymaking 18 
concerned, stagnancy reigns 
supreme. This fact is more 
regrettable inasmuch that a 
month or two ago there was 
every probability of the 
season for 1892 being amongst 
the most brilliant recorded. 
But whatis to,be must be, and 
the consequence is for some 
time to come, at any rate. 
Loveliness, should she be at 
all friskily inclined, must be 
content to disport herself in 
the sanctity of her own 
chamber, with an audience 
comprising, perhaps, the 
domestic tabby, a pet canary 
anda favourite pug dog. 


* 
ALEXANDROVITCH SLO- 
PEROSKI has this day been 
pleased to confer the “ Award 
of Merit” upon Count LEO 
ToOustor, because he's ez- 
posed the horrors of the Rus- 
sian famine, “ Feytherski,” 
bleated the Blue Orbed 
Cossaek, laying down the Daily Telegraph, us he timsned the 
perusal of one of the Count’s graphic articles, “ain't you jolly 
gladovitch that you don’t hang outski in Russia?” Then the 
Antiquated let Alexandry have it with the nearest approach toa 
knout obtainable at so short a notice, 
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A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING FEBRUARY 13th, 1892, 
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7th February, 1828.—This day, during the time that t},. 
learned judges were enguged in posse judgment on the Rey. |: 
Taylor, who stood convicted of blasphemy, some daring pick. 
pockets entered the court, which was extremely crowded, when on. 
gentleman got robbed of his pocket-book, containing a £100 Ban; 
of England note, also a gold watch from his fob. Another perso 
lost his pocket-book, in which was a £5 note, and memoranda «; 

considerable value. The villains escaped without detection, 


8th February, 1858.—Mrs. John Sloman, tragic actress, «' 
Covent Garden Theatre, died this day, aged fifty-nine. Talfour: 
says of her, somewhat vaguely, “If she can but avoid drawlin; 
monotony on the one hand, and physical violence on the other, si 
will secure an entire command of all parts of conjugal devotion 
and feminine sorrow.” It is to be hoped she profited by the 
suggestion. 


Oth February, 1848.—Riots occurred, from this day to the 
12th, in consequeuce of the King of Bavaria’s partiality for the 
dancer, Lola Montez. The King abdicated. 


10th February, 1828.—We read, in a news r of this 
date, that “A favourite pony mare, the property of Mr. F. Evans, 
of Henfaes, near Pool, Montgomeryshire, sometime ago had a cult, 
and both grazed ina field adjoining the Severn. One day the pony, 
to the surprise of Mr. Evans and his family, made her appearanc- 
in front of the house, and by clattering with her feet, and other 
noises and motions, showed she wished to attract the attention of 
persons inthe house, On observing this, a person went out, and 
she immediately galloped off. Mr. Evans, suspecting from the 
extraordinary conduct of the animal all was not right, desired that 
she should be followed ; and what was still more extraordinary, al! 
the gates (there were several) from the house to the field were 
forced open. On reaching the field, the pony was found looking into 
the river over a spot where her colt was found drowned, the latter had 
no doubt gone too near the riverand slip in, and its dam, finding 
she could render it no agsi-tance, applied, in this manner, for help.” 


llth February, 1764.—James Caulfield, 2 noted printseller 
of London, was born this day, In his “ Portraits of Remarkable 
Persons,” there is a likeness and short memoir of a woman named 
Dolly, who is said to have originally kept that well frequented 
chop-house in Queen’s Head Passage, Newgate Street. She is said 
tu have first gained popularity for her house by keeping none but 
very pretty female waiters. 


12th February, 1729.—The grand jury this day, in their 
presentment to the Court of King’s Bench, complained of the per- 
nicious increase of gin shops which harboured the vilest and 
meanest of the people ; of the increase of street beggars and atro- 
cious crimes. They also presented “the fashionable ard wicked 
diversion called masquerade,” especially that carried on at the 
King’s Theatre, in the Haymarket. 


13th February, 1836.—Under this date Raikes says: “The 
masquerades at Musard’s, in the Rue St. Honoré, present, twice a 
week, scenes which can be witnessed in no other country, In the 
centre of aspacious saloon is placed the orchestra, round which 
may be seen, dancing the gallop, 1,200 couples of every character 
and costume, all carried on, as it were, by the stream, men ani 
women raving with delight, panting with fatigue, while the crash 
of the music is at times heightened by the beating of broken chairs 
and the reports of pistols, Such an orgie was never seen. It is the 
celebration of the mysteries of a Pagan Deity, performed by satyrs 
and bacchantes. The receipts are immense.’ 


WHAT AILED HER. 
THERE'S a look upon the features 
Of this most divine of creatures 

Of unutterable agony and pain. 
Her teeth are clenched together— 
Well, I'm really doubtful whether 
I shall look upon such misery again. 


I of course approach the lady, 
And politely raise my “cady,’ 
And inquire if I car help in any way, 
Can I call a cab that’s handy, 
Or procure a little brandy ? 
And this is what | hear the charmer say : 
“Oh, it’s this ‘ere pair o’ shoes, 
Which the shopman made me choose, 
That's ‘’urtin’ so,’” she answers, in a breath 
Which is redolent of onion. 
“ And my bally bloomin’ bunion 
Is a-aching like enough to cause my death.” 
— 


PINING FOR EXCITEMENT. 

EVER since we first met him had we known what a “ perky 
fidgety " customer he was. He was always flying off somewhere. 
“London's so beastly stuffy,” he must get up to the Moors, or 
“Isn't this frost beyond the endurance of a brass monkey?” and 
he decamped to the Riviera. Not that this ended his sufferings, for 
he voted Monte Carlo “a bit too fast,” wh: * Muckross was “a 
bit too slow"—nothing less than Kew Gari... with the Strand 
running across them, and Sanger’s Circus .. "one end and the 
Aquarium at the other, stuck down somewhere near the Bay of 
Naples, would have met his idca of a “habitable spot,” and some 
place of this description he was constantly endeavouring to find. 

In the fair little Italian fishing village of Spaghettian, he at 
length halted, and, two days later, he dropped us a line to say he 
had spotted a pretty little villa there. This, in the result, he pur- 
chased, and being installed almost immediately in the artistic little 
cottage, he soon found time to look about him, Then, for the first 
time, did he discover that the Spaghettianoans were absolutely 
without means of amusement, and, in some sadness, he sought out 
the local interpreter and complained. 

“ Whata you saya ?—no excitamenta, senor,” and he shrugged his 
shoulders. “Have you forgota dat, regulairly efery three montha 
we ‘ave a grand earthquaka—and the lasta one-a was Octobre!” 

gee 


A QUESTION OF PRIVILEGE. 

HENRY was a nga lover—always had been, SLOPER assumes 
that his judgment will not be considered harsh if he even goes so 
far as to say that a young man who ie still a-courtin’a young person 
as he met in the crowd at Hyde Park Corner when the Duke of 
Wellington's funeral passed, is more than tardy—he's tedious, tire- 
some and pluckless, 

Would A. SLOPER condemn the conduct of the young person 
who, under such circumstances, took advantage of the traditions of 
leap year? No,emphatically no, SLOPER would aid and abet, and 
urge that agitated damsel to “go in and win,” the while SLOPER 
would “old ‘er bonnet.” 

“ Harry,” she said to him on Monday night, as she laid her silvered 
head upon his shoulder, “the time has come when we must cease 
this trifling and talk about the future. For years I have loved 
you: for years, and your sake, I have snubbed many an eligible 
parti, Where are they to-day? They are dead—fatally deceased— 
and no man seeks to dig out the mass and read their unremembered 
names. Your long silence forces me to assume what is rightly your 
privilege, and—Mr. Penningfoogle—Harry—will you marry me?” 

“Lydia Emma,” he exclaimed, rising with all the dignity he 
could muster, “ since you have so far sped Cobos yourself as to usurp 
the privilege of the sterner sex I must take refuge in the subterfuge 
(lot of 'fuge, isn’t there?) of the latter. No; I can rot marry you— 
but I will be a brother to you!” 

With a loud sob, the maiden who bossomed in the year of 
Musjid's Derby fell ut his feet with a thuca:. 
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On! Tam the Demon Sau- 


sage, . 
eN And I poison the poor in 
2 purse ; 

For many 
(yea, e’en 
in this 
“Boss” 
age) 
Have to 
feed up- 
on me-- 
or worse ; 

The Poor's 
only kind 
of meat 
fare 
Is mostly 
to me 
confined: 

And I'm 
anything 
but true 
awect 
fare— 


GO 


Ni) 
‘ 


No, quite of another kind ! 
But not long from my powers are poor folk screened. 
So shout hurrah for the Sausage Fiend ! 


I'm sorry to say that the papers 
(Who are much too knowing of late) 
Are once more exposing my capers 
And my very mysterious state. 
My ingredients again divulging, 
They make such a fuss, you see, : 
That you'd think none would be indulginz 
In any more meals of Me. 
But poor food buyers aren't like to be weaned 
From the oftentimes poisonous Sausage Fiend. 
pee 


A FATAL EFFORT. 

17 was long past midnight, The pubs, were all closed, and the 
pay tones of the stay-till-chucked Teveller, issuing to the tune of 
HHi-tiddlev-hi-ti,” a general invitation to “come along with him, 
rhe was (hic) all ri’,” had died away in the distance. Darkness 
nd silence had fallen upon the great metropolis, but in his lonely 
chelor chambers &@ man sat and pondered. White and drawn 
is his face, upon which the grim demon, Despair, had planted his 
I, for only too surely the conviction was forcing itself upon his 
ind that the cherished dream of his life could never be fulfilled, 
at Bella, ris goddess, his heart's idol, his love, could never be 
For Bella, high souled, sentimental, rumantic, Bella Flipper- 
pper had sworn, solemnly sworn upon a secoud hand “ pocket 
Rition” of Browning, that only upon a poet would she ever 
stow her “six-and-a-th uarter’”’ hand, And Augustus had 
pwed to become worthy o 
r, had forthwith eschewed 
airdressers’ establishments 
nd adopted the fearsome gar- 
ents popularly supposed to 
p peculiar to those who court 
e Muses. Foranall too brief 
eriod Bella had smiled upon 
m untila few days before the 
‘Bight of which I write, when it 
suddenly occurred to her that 
Augustus had nerer written 
thing to sustain his 
aracter, 
Alas! it was but a fool's 
radise he had lived in, for 
lla, fearful lest she should 
countenancing the atten- 
ns of a charlatan, at once 
ked for proofs of his poetical 
ility, nay, yet more, stipula- 

that, unless an ode expres- 
ve of his passion were re- 
ived before a le ene, 
ugustus might consider him- . . 
lf dieuectont hastranger. It wasa terrible blow to him, but his 
ve bordered upon madness, and retiring from the world he shut 
imzelf up in his room, and for three whole days, scarcely eating 
drinking, did battle with his muse. But his previous lack of 
tention had soured her towards him; she obstinately refused to 
id him, and now but a few hours remained before Bella would 
result of her lover's efforts, and he had accomplished— 
d nobly. The floor was strewn 
ening lines of a sonnet, an epic, 
ut subsequently abandoned as 
despair the wretched man 
int and weary with want of 


, 


h, lovelier than I can tell what is Bella Flipperflopper, 

ler cheeks are like roses; I really don’t think for anything I would swop her. 

ith more gracefulness than any antelope across the room she skips; | ee 

ih, I could kiss the very ground she walks upon, only I'm afraid it'd dirty my 
lips. 

| without the love of Bella I shonld be like a fish ont of water. 

. how I wish I had never seen her, or never attempted to court her! . 

s he completed the last beautiful line,a line touchingly expressive 
the agony of his soul, the pen dropped from the poet's hand, a 

aceful smile played about his mouth, a sigh of supreme content 

caped him, and thea the wearied spirit winged its flight. 

——EEEEE 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 32.—MILLY MASSINGTON. 
Miss TOOTSIE hugged her father’s neck 
And craved a favour tearfully. : 
“To please you, dear,” declared the W reck, 
“I'd chop my head off cheerfully. 
“~~, “Don't frivol, Pa. 1 want you, please, 
» Yo hire a gang who'll wittily 
The Massingtonian maiden seize, 
And bear her off to Italy, . 
Or Prussia, Russia, France or Spain, 
With ruthless illegality, 
For | shall never smile again | 
While she’s in this locality.” 
Then Stoprr cried, “ Why, what the 
iv—!” 
But Tootsie sobbed excitedly, 
“The title ce le of the‘ Friv. 
I long have borne delightedly. 
But Milly, as she grows, begius | 
To bloom and blossom bloomily, _, 
And, since each masher's heart she wins, 
I view my prospects gloomily. 
So please beyond Britannia’s bounds 
Remove my rival speedily ; 
And, Pa, I'll give you fifty pounds 
‘To spend in guzzling greedily. 
“Trot out the brass!” said Mouldypate, 
“ Yet no rough gang shall cope with her; 
‘Lu rid yon of the girl you hate, : 
ee GRAPRR'Sscit shall «lope with her!" 


DAY. 
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WHAT AILED HER. 
THERE'S a look upon the features 
Of this most divine of creatures 

Of unutterable agony and pain. 
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N Her teeth are clenched together— 
3) Well, I'm really doubtful whether 
,2 I shall look upon such misery again. 
i I of course approach the lady 
| And politely raise my “cady," 
And inquire if I can help in any way, 
Can I calla cab that’s handy, 
Or procure a little brandy ? 
hey And this is what I hear the charmer say : 
iy “Oh, it’s this ‘ere pair o° shoes, 
1: W hich the shopman made me choose, 
ne That 's ‘’urtin’ so,” she answers, in a breath 
ly Which is redolent of onion. 
ies “And my bally bloomin’ bunion 
ral Is a-aching like enough to cause my death.” 
ear —_—_ 
yas PINING FOR EXCITEMENT. 
he EVER since we first met him had we known what a “ perky 
fidgety ” customer he was. He was always flying off somewhere. 
i, London's so beastly stuffy,” he must get up to the Moors, or 
, “Isn't this frost beyond the endurance of a brass monkey ?"” and 
hd he decamped to the Riviera. Not that this ended his sufferings, for 
a he voted Monte Carlo “a bit too fast,” wh: * Muckross was “a 
h bit too slow"—nothing less than Kew Gari:... with the Strand 
y running across them, and Sanger’s Circus ..‘*one end and the 
a Aquarium at the other, stuck down somewhere near the Bay of 
Naples, would have met his idea of a “habitable spot,” and some 
place of this description he was constantly endeavouring to find. 
al In the fair little Italian fishing village of Spaghettian, he at 
st length halted, and, two days later, he dropped us a line to say he 


had spotted a pretty little villa there. This, in the result, he pur- 
chased, and being installed almost immediately in the artistic little 
cottage, he soon found time to look about him, Then, for the first 
time, did he discover that the Spaghettianoans were absolutely 
without means of amusement, and, in some sadness, he sought out 
the local interpreter and complained. 
“Whata you saya ?—no excitamenta, senor,” and he shrugged his 
shoulders, Have you forgota dat, regulairly efery three montha 
we ‘ave a grand earthquaka—and the lasta one-a was Octobre!” 
———<— 


Weeee A QUESTION {OF PRIVILEGE. 

NRY was a tar over—always had been. SLOPER 

that his judgment will not be considered harsh if he eran giacac 
far as to rae that a young man who is still a-courtin’a young person 
as he met in the crowd at Hyde Park Corner when the Duke of 
Wellington's funeral passed, is more than tardy—he's tedious, tire- 


some and pluckless. 

Would A. SLOPER condemn the conduct of the young person 
who, under such circumstances, took advantage of the traditions of 
me Seek ane no, oy would aid and abet, and 

ated damsel to “go in win,” ile S. 
would hi ‘ol ‘et rar g and win,” the while SLOPER 

‘Harry,’ she said to him on Monday night, as she laid her silvered 
| head upon his shoulder, “the time ee Sora when we must cease 

this trifling and talk about the future. For years I have loved 

you: for years, and your sake, I have snubbed many an eligible 
parti, Where are ther to-day? They are dead—fatally deceased— 
and no man seeks to dig out the mass and read their unremembered 
names, Your long silence forces me to assume what is rightly your 
privilege, and—Mr, Penningfoogle—Harry—will you marry me?” 
Lydia Emma, he exclaimed, rising with ail the dignity he 
could muster, “since you have so far for, otten yourself as to usurp 
the privilege of the sterner sex I must take refuge in the subterfuge 
(lot of ‘fuge, isn’t there?) of the latter. No; I can not marry you— 
but I will be @ brother to you!” 
With a_lond sob, the maiden who bossomed in the year of 


Musjid's Derby fell at his feet with a thuacd. 


Rirdressers’ establishments 
pd adopted the fearsome gar- 
ents popularly supposed to 
p peculiar to those who court 
e Muses, Foranall too brief 
priod Bella had smiled upon 
“Him untila few days before the 
Bight of which I write, when it 
Suddenly occurred to her that 
Aucustus had nerer written 
Gaything to sustain his 
eracter, 
Alas! it was but a fool's 
radise he had lived in, for 
lla, fearful lest she should 
countenancing the atten- 
ns of a charlatan, at once 
ked for proofs of his poetical 
ility, nay, yet more, stipula- 
that, unless an ode ex pres- 
ve of his passion were re- 
ived before a certain date, 
ugustus might consider him- 


Ih, lovelier tian I can tell what is Bella Flipperflopper, 
ler cheeks are like roses; [ really don't think for anytidng I would swop her. 
ith more gracefulness than any antelope across the room she skips; 
Ih, i could kiss the very ground she walks upon, only I'm afraid it'd dirty my 
ips. 
, Without the love of Bella I shonld be like a fish ont of water. 
. how [ wish I had never seen her, or never attempiel tu court her! 
s he completed the last beautiful line, a line touchingly expressive 
the agony of his soul, the pen dropped from the poet's hand, a 
aceful smile played about his mouth, a sigh of supreme content 
caped him, and thea the wearied spirit winged its flight. 
— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 32.—MILLY MASSINGTON. 


Miss Tootsie hugged her father’s neck 
And craved a favour tearfully. 

“To please you, dear,” declared the Wreck, 
“I'd chop my head off cheerfully.” 

“ Don't frivol, Pa, _[ want you, please, 
Yo hire a gang who'll wittily 

The Massingtonian maiden seize, 
And bear her off to Italy, 

Or Prussia, Russia, France or Spain, 
With ruthless illegality, 

For | shall never smile again 
While she’s in this locality.” 


Then Stoprer cried, “ Why, what the 
div: ee 
But Tootsie sobbed excitedly, 
“The title Lapress of the ' Friv. 
I long have borne delightedly, 
But Milly, as she grows, begius 
To bloom and blossom bloomily, 
And, since each masher's heart she wins, 
| view ny prospects gloomily. 
So please beyond Britannia’s bounds 
Remove my rival speedily ; 
And, Ta, I'll give you fifty pounds 
To spend in guzzling greedily.” 
“Trot out the brass!" said Mouldypate, 
“Yet no rough gang shall cope with her ; 
‘Lu rid yon of the girl you hate, e : 
Great Stoprr’'s seli shall «lope with her!’ 


bestowal upon me of the “Award 
we meet with a really grateful client, and should you ever unfor- 
tunately again appear at the “Ancient Bailey,” { 
myself a proud man if Lam intrusted with vour interests, 
accept my grateful thanks, with the best wishes for the New Year. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


= 
lt OUTER TEMPLE, January 15th, 1892. 

DEAR ALLY SLOPER,—I am gratified bevond measure by vour 

of Merit.” “Lis seldom, indeed, 


shall consider 
Please 


Yours very truly, J. G. GRAIN, F.O.8, 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 

No. 9.—He MAKES A Most MARVELLOUS MISTAKE, 
SHE waddled round and round the room, 
She muttered mutterings fraught with doom, 
She peered into the midnight’s gloom, 

And round her head she hurled a broom 
With Amazonian vigour, 

She cried, while two big saucers blazed, 

* My husband's tricks has driven me crazed 

For years; but now my dander’s raised, 

And, when he comes—the saints be praised [5 
I'll spoil his face aud tigure.” 

But SLoper’s wife, who thought her spouse 

Might end at daybreak his carouse, 

In sheer amazement knit her brows 

At one o'clock, and murmured, * How's 
This here?” For he was coming, 

Yet roaring not, in accents dread, 

That he would punch the cabman’s head, 

Nor toppling down the stairs like Icad, 

Nor waking folks who slept in bed 
By idiot love-songs humminz. 


Anon he reached her room ; and, oh ! 
How changed his wife's wild ire to woe. 
His form was bent, his step was slow, 
His face was white as Alpine snow, 
His teeth were click-clack-clicking ; 
His eyes with lurid brightness shone, 
In monotone he moaned a moan, 
Then over his head his arms were thrown 
And on the tloor he tumbled prone, 
And there lay plunging, kicking, 
His pitying wife aroused her son 
And bade him for a doctor run; 
But Alick only poked his fun 
At ALLY, till at length the stun- 
Ning truth was understanded 
By Mrs. Sloper. Voor old dear! 
She well might think his movements queer! 
His dire complaint was one which ne'er 
Had troubled him for forty year— 
Quite sober home he'd landed. 
——— 


THE WANDERER'S RETURN. 

Ir was Sunday, and the church bells were chiming out fn their 
sweetest toues and getting in their full work with all the bathed 
and temporarily bye-bye’d babies in the neighbourhood, as 
a traveller, with a look of care on his face—(doubtless, you've 
noticed that most travellers are outfitted with this article)—strayed 
slowly from the railway station. As he passed the old ivy grown 
church, he paused, He recognized it in once. 

“Ah, yes," he murmured, “the same dear old church, and” 

(glancing through the window), “the same dear old sky-pilot, 
reaching, no doubt, the same crusted old sermon! How often 
nave T sat with Kduathere! Is she still the same Edna to me, | 
wonder? Has she kept all the vows she made to me when | started 
out, @ year ago, to win honour and fortune?” 

Just then three figures, one male and two female, passed along 
the other side of the street, When we say passed, we should add 
that only two were walking—the younger female was carried. Our 
hero started perceptibly, Then he made a rush for the church 
door, through which the trio (one in arms) had passed. There he 
wis stopped by the sexton, who recognized, and was rejoiced to 
see him, but barred his passage. 

* Tell me, Parsons,” he said, grasping the saucer-circulator’s arm, 
“js that not—er—Edna, and i 

“Tt are,” replied the sexton, 

“ And he—is he often seen with her?" 

“ He am,” responded the sexton. 

“One more question—for I fear—oh, I cannot 
it—it will drive me to the grave—what about it 2 

“Well, now, what a question to arst! Man alive, can't ye see as 
they're a-christenin’ of it!” 

He feli upon the gravel path with a dull thud, 

“ Gallus ‘ard,’ UMiMd Parcone. as he waddled back into the 
sacred edifice, “they might ha’ sent him a bit o’ the cake!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPBHAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


Dear to think of 


*e* Subscribers of not less than Fire Shillings will receive ( pert 
Srec) & Cabinet size Photograph of A, SLorEeR, Esq, F.O.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WFEK, £147 78. 34. 
ALLY SLOPER, Esq. (weekly donation), £1; C. C. Ross, 54; * Poor ScnooL- 
GIRL,” 1d. & TUREE Boys, BEEHIVE Home,” 6d.; SNAKE CAKE, 1ld.; HENRY 
WYNDIHAM, £1; G. A, F. (Hartlepool), 1s. 
Making a total received up to January 27th, 1891—£149 14s. 94d. 


ONLY A COINCIDENCE. 
As home to his rural retreat he proceeded 
At midnight, through desolate meadows and byways, 
A meagre stray dog ran behind him and p'eaded 
For food and for shelter by subtle aud sly ways, 
It fawned on and licked him with ardour effusive, 
It craved his protection with pitiful glances ; 
But, heartless, he spurned it with language abusive, 
And paid it with kicks for its loving advances, 
And still it caressed and cajoled hitn till, lastly, 
He drew his revolver and shot it urbanely ; 
And then—while his face with grim horror grew ghastly— 
Its death glaring eyes seemed to SPEAK tu him plainly— 
“The life thou despisest thou takest from me! 
Go, behold the young life that is dearest to thee!" 


The soul thrilling fancy anon he discarded 
As one that was born of a transient madness, 

Kind Heaven would ne‘er rob him, he knew, of the guarded 
Young life whence his own life derived all its gladness. 

But, ah! what remorse on his soul began preying, 
When, heart-sore, he learned that his idolized daughter 

Had died ix that hour (though at noon blythely playing 
When fiercely he'd revelled in impious slaughter, 

And, though Reason declares that no progncstication 
May come from the eyes of a dog that is dying, 

Meseems that at length, through the breadth of creation, 
The blood of Man's victims, to Heaven dumbly crying, 

May anger high Heaven, till it places its ban— 

And its vengennce outpours—upon merciless Man ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


“Rap ForM’—A bench which tilts up and sends you flying 
when you sit down on one end of it. 
A KIND of fruit alwava found in India—Pondi-cherry, 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
RICHER THAN GOLD. 


(A TALE OF THE LONE PaciFic.) 


> 
CHAPTER IX, 

WHEN Frederick Bulstrode was hauled up over the side of the 
Mary Jane, bound for Philadelphia, the crew were inclined to 
allow the 
canoe to go 
whitherso- 
ever it liked, 
but Bul- 
strode earn- 
estly be- 
sought them 
to delay till 
he had com- 
municated 
with the 
captain, 

That excel- 

lent gentle- 

man was 

downstairs 

in the cabin, 

chiefly — be- 

ceause he 

found — con- 

siderable dif- 

ticulty in 

comin up 

on deck, and 

when on 

deck he 

found equal 

difficulty in 

getting te 

down again. oa 

The reason “ Did you ever try Banting /” 

of this was 

that the captain was fat—he was colossal, and he had come to the 
conclusion that unless the owners of the Mary Jane consented to 
alter and entirely rearrange the interior of the vessel, he would 
have to give up the sea as an occupation. 

To him, therefore, Bulstrode was speedily led. As soon as Bul- 
strode saw him, his heart beat with emotion. He recognized that, 
to such a gigantic example of humanity, the secret he had wrested 
from Great Nature, during his residence on the island, was of para- 
mount importance, 

“So you've come on board,” grunted the fat captain. 

“Yes, sir, | have. And [am sorry to say your crew won't take 
on board the luggage I have brought with me.” 

“Only a few old cabbages and some other rubbish,” said the 

eter inate, with a sneer, 

“Hush ! "said Bul- 
strode, as he stepped 
forward to the cap- 
tain. “Did you 
ever try Banting!" 
he continued, in a 
whisper, as he ap- 
proached his lips to 
the eaptain’s ear, 

“Yes; but it 
wasn't any good,” 
said the captain, as 
he looked down 
over the plateau of 
solid flesh = which 
obscured his view 
of the toes of his 
boots. 

“Look at me,” 
said Bulstrode, 
“Would you like 
to be as thin as I 
am?” 

“Well, hardly. It 
might be useful to 
crawl up inside of 
A sBixpenny flute to 
some people, but a 
moderate — thinness 
would suit me.” 

“[ have that on 
board the  canve 
whieh will make you as thin as you care to be.” 

“ a! . 


Mixing the ingredients, 


“'Tis true. I swear it.” 

“Young man, do you know where you will go to if you tell lies? 
Do you know that I weigh thirty-six stone?) Do you kuow that [ 
would like to fight at twelve stone five pounds?” 

“Tt shall be as you wish if you get on board that material.” 

“T cannot believe it, yet I would fain hope it could be true.” 

“It is true! 1 will allow you to throw ine overboard if I don't 
show you a drop of ten pounds in three days.” 

“Have it on board at once. If you can make me thin enough to 
get ont of that doorway without touching both sides of it at once, 
Ul never say a word about your passage money, or your board, 
either, though you should keep drunk all the voyage. Have the 
stuff on board, mate.” 

The contents of the canoe were at ounce hoisted on board the 
vessel, and 
Bulstrodeo 
speedily began 
to mix and 
pound his 
ingredients, 
course 
twenty-four 
hours he had 
bexun to treat 
the gallant 
captain, and 
before three 
days were over, 
his clothes 
began to hang 
loosely about 
his person, The 
captain was 
overjoyed, and 
earnestly = con- 
tinued the ex- 
periment. Ina 
week he was 
ableto aee 
his toes for 
the first time 
for twelve 
years, and in 
n fortnight he 
was dancing a 
hornpipe whila 
the mate : 
whistled the tune. The sailmaker was engaged night and day 
reducing the size of the captain's clothes, and Frederick Bul- 
strode was the hero of the Mary Jane. 

CT he continued next week, ) 


Reducing the Captains clotues. 


f 
/ 
4, 
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This Copy of “ALLY SLOPER” is 


PSP 


FOUNDED A 


| SHE KNEW HER MASTER. 
| 
| 


THE "“F.O.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


The sausages in old Podbury’s coat-tail pocket attract 
@ good deal of attention. 


Vol. IX.—No. 407.] 


No. 241.--CoLenenL GoURAUD, F.O.S, 

“When at the usual Sloperian weekly dinner it was decided ~ 
to confer the honour of a place in’ the *F.O.S. Portrait 
Gallery’ upon Colonel Gourwud, it was but natural that we 
should write to that gentleman asking hin toe furnish nus 
with the leading incidents of his career; for, beyond the 


fact. the i a son-in-law a ~ nd has bee Fiat 5 severe fe on or : 
ee elin tie Pepe cba a ie nportant nafssion ot Servant, No, sir, she’s just gone out ; but her husband is in, if you'd like to see him. 


| 
making known to the English press and public the various | —————— ———————— 
improvements of the phonograph, our knowledge of the Colonel 
was limited, 


Visitor, Oh—er—will you kindly tell me whether your master is in, my dear ? | 


A good old Ironside of a slightly sportive turn of mind. 


In reply to a polite note asking us to call, we A SPORTING EXPERIMENT. 


wendel our way to our hero's residence, but here a disappoint- 
ment awaited us, The Colonel, so the butler informed us, liad 
been suddenly called away ou most pressing business, but, 
unwilling to put us to the inconvenience of a second call, had 
imparted tua phonograph all the particulars of his life which 
he thought would interest us. We were ushered into the 
library, awd the machine set going ; but what was our surprise 
to learn from it that our hero had always had a predilection for 
vice, that he had been seven times imprisoned for various 
crimes from pocket picking to burglary, twice convicted of 
bigamy anl once of manslaughter. Things might have turned 
out awkwardly had not the butler re-entered. and his astonished 
look as the machine proceedol to dilate upon the horrors of 
solitary confinement, convinced us that there was some mistake. 
And so there was—the machine to which we had been listening 
was that into which a notorious criminal had related his experi- 
ences, and the butler had set it going in mistake for the one to 
which the Colonel had confided his. Chiefly because he's the 
phonographer’s acting manager, our hero was created F.O5., 
and the * Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him April 20th, 
1889."' —Debrett Improved, 


q 


| My ™ & 
I i {| cS 
il fj i 


Re cc — 
“My influence, sir, is at your disposal.” a! se yor 
“Thank you, but T have had one influenza already.” - 


et yr. fi ss 


thawing like old boots! Come up, you spavined scarecrow! Gerrrron! The road's 
getting as soft as butter." ——(4). “ Thirty miles from home, mud a foot deep, horse 
dead lame, pouring cats and dogs and the bally oll plough to push. Well, Bounder, 
we always thought vou was too much of a trieml to serve us a dirty trick like this, 
but now, now you have shown yourself in your true colours,” 


(1). Bounder, “Jump up, old ecck, and try a new sporting racket. Why should 
the blooming Russians have it al) their own way? We can beat ‘em at their own 
game—eh ?” (2). “Tell you what it is, boys, People don't take advantage of 
half the opportunities our climate affords for sport. Look at us, now. We might 
have missed this spree if we hadnt thought of it."——(3). “Great snakes! it’s 


DANCING GIRLS. A PERTINENT QUESTION. ] A WILLING MEDICO. 
on 


“Valentine Day, this year, will long be remembere 
opportunity on which to present Papa with a token of 
the presentation—a bottle of ‘ Unsweetened ’—surpassec 
the ‘Friv.’ girls present had it not been for Mamma. E' 


THE SKATE& 


“ Please, Mr. James, the manager told me to tell you that the 
audience could bear a little more haction in your part without 
dying of ‘art disease from excitement.” 


| 

| ! 

| 

| | 

' 4 

i - rae One: Wonld Pig take me for a chemist's wife in the 
ifteenth Century, Mr. Pharmason ? 
: ilies a . . : anieg = 5 7 2. i ‘Iphus was dis 
No. 32. | Flora. Lilies io the valley, likes of the valley! Ks Mr. Pharmason. Oh, that I might take you for one in the z gil eck Angus oe aah pascionstele. Pad pata ap balia eave Wa 
Come on, mother, right leg first.” The irl (2) who doesn't get partners. Boozer, That's all Tight » but what's the rallie of the lilies? nineteenth ! 1 manohly hls flaished style of skating. ‘One hero found himself dounderit 
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6, 1892. ~ } oh, that we should ever have to tell the tale !— This was too great a blow for 
» 1892, 
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